Siam
little sleeping beasts forms now a kind of
padded dais of brown plush above his head,
and the rain, which continues to stream
mercilessly outside, makes for him its plaintive
daily music. But his bowed head, which I
can distinguish in spite of the darkness,
preserves the same smile as may be found on
all representations of Him, from Thibet to
China: the smile of the Great Peace, obtained
by the Great Renunciation and the Great Pity.
This evening, as I once more ascend to the
temple, after having slept below, at its foot, in
the hangar of the pilgrims, during the heat of the
day, this evening one would never believe that
it had rained in torrents all the morning. In
the sky is a blue splendour that seems immut-
able. The earth has quickly drunk up the
superabundant water, and the burning sun has
dried the trees of the forest and the verdure
which encroaches upon the ruins. All is lumin-
ous, calm, and hot, much more so than in the
finest of our summer days. The Apsaras, the
monsters, the half-effaced bas-reliefs, the masses
of immense dead stones, are bathed now in a
sort of ironical and mournful magnificence.
And the thousands of little invaders of the
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